GY 


UPON 


The Death of Mrs. A. BEHN; 


The Incomparable eA ST REA. 


By a} Poung Zady of Nualit p, 


I. 
Ummon the Earth, (the Fair Af#rez's gone ) 
And ler through every Angle fly, 
Till it has filPd the mighty Round, 
- And thence ariſe to the expanded Sky, . 
In Murmurs for the miſery done, 
To: ſee if Heaven, Heaven will our Grict ſupply, 
With Tears enough to monrn her Deſtiny, 
Aſlemble all the Crowds below, 
- You that Obedience to the Muſes owe, 
And teach the Sighing Maids to mourn, 
With unbound HEir, and flowing Tears, 
In Strains as moving as her Numbers were, 
The mighty Deſolation, mighty Woe. 
Teach them. in Charming Accents, ſuch as once 
She did the liſPning -Crowds inform, 
When high as Heaven her Praiſe was born, 
And taught the Angels to rejoyce, 
In ſweeter, truer .Numbers than before, 
In all their bright Seraphick Store, 
Had ever tun'd their Heavenly Voice: 
And thus prepar'd, let them the Loſs deplore, 
The charming wile 4f/rea is no more. 
I 1. 
What have we done > What have our Crimes deſery'd ? 
Why this injurious Rape * 
The World is Widdow*d now, 
And Defolation every where 
With diſmal Groans invades the Air; 

My ſullen Muſe, that ne*ce before 

The facred Title wore, 

Untaught, unpractic'd, has preferrd 

(For none from Mourning can eſcape) 
Ja uneven Strains, and much be 
All but my Grief, _ 
To tell the 'World their Univerſal Woe, 
Which ne*re can hope Relicf: 
"Tis an implacable Decree, | 
That Languifhments, Diſeaſes, Death 
Maſt attend all that live on Earth. 

Cannot thoſe Hours we here poſſeſs, . 

From Fate, and thoſe attendant lils, be free, 

That raviſh hence our Happineſs , 

But in Diſeaſes, Murmars, Strife, 
Made paſs away our haſty Life? 

When if it uncontrouPd did bloom, 
Exempt from Anguiſhes or Fears, 
Who then wonld offer up their Tears, 

To ſee their beck*ning Fate were come , 

After a-Life ſupinely run? 

But now in Pain that ling*ring Span muſt waſte, 

Which Sighing terminates in Death at laſt, 

And kills with us the _—_ Dangers palt. 


Can no diſtintion here be own'd ? 
Muſt Death for ever ſtand thus arm'd , 
"To ſnatch a Soul Divinely form'd ? 
Muſt that then Triumph over all ? 
Give all below a Fatal Wonnd , | 
Then urge it is but Natural ? ; 
Ah! how inglorious is our Fate , 
- How rigid, and how deſperate ? 
We're flatter*d with the pleaſing Tale; 
In vs the form of Gods are ſeen ; 
Fond Ignorance. for they are all Divine, 
Exempt from all we fear: 
Nor can their Beings ever fail, 
As thoſo that wander here. 
Hence then, thou falſe receiv*d Belief, begone, 
And let us ſee, were like = ſelves alone. 
V. 
Who now, of all the inſpired Race, 
Shall take Orinda's Place? | | 
Or who the Hero's Fame ſhall raiſe ? 
— Who now ſhall fill the Vacant Throne? 
The bright 4#Freg's gone , 


FI'Y 


- 


V. 
And with her all that heavenly Wit, 
And Charming Wonders of her Face, 
On which with more we gaz'd, 
And claim'd a Title to our Praiſe, 
The Graces too have made their flight, 
All to inglorious Fate ſubmit , 
To Fate, which draws us to that ncarer ſight 
Of Death, and everlaſting Night, 
Where Silence her-chief Empire ſways, # 
And hurls a gloomy Shade around 
The hollow unexhauſted Ground, 
Which all Return denies : 
For when the ſick*ning Soul decays, 
Languilhes, ſighs, and dyes, 
She bids an everlaſting long Adien 
To all the World, and all ſhe valu'd too. 


VI. 
Let all our Hopes deſpair and dye, 
Our Sex for ever ſhall neglected lye3 
Aſpiring Man has now regain'd the Sway, 


To them we've loſt the Diſmal Day: 


AFtrea an equal Ballance held , 
(Tho? ſhe deſerv*d it all ;) 
But now the rich Inheritance muſt fall ; 
To them with Grief we yeild 
The Glorious envy'd Field. 
Of her own Sex, not one is found 
Who dares ker Laurel wear, = 
Withheld by Impotence or Fear ; 
With her it withers on the Ground , 
Untouch?*d, and cold-as ſhe, 
And Reverenc'd to that degree , 
That none will dare to fave 
The Sacred Relick from the Grave z 
Intomb*d with her, and never to return, 
Fills up the narrow Urn, 
Which more x” ; G more Courage has than we; 
f > | 
In Love ſhe had the fofteſt ſenſe; 
And had her Virtue been as great , 
In Heaven ſhe'd filPd the foremoſt Seat, 
This failure, or ſhe had Immortal been , 
And free as Angels are from Sin; 
"Twas pity that ſhe praftis'd what ſhe taught ; 
Her Muſe was of the bolder Sex; 
Such Myſteries of Love ſhe did diſpence , 
Such moving natural Eloquence , 
As made her too much Wit her fault. 
Her ever-loyal Muſe took no pretext, 
To diſcommend what once it prais'd ; 
And what has moſt her Glory rais'd , 
Her Royal Maſter ſhe has follow'd home, : 
Nor would endure the == when he had loſt his Throne. 
Hail ! the Elizian Shades, and bright Orinds, hail ! 
They now much happier are than we ; 
Their Triumphs are but now begua ; 
What we have loſt, the Shades have won : 
Her Preſence makes their Harmony, 
. For ever we muſt difagree. 
See then, and do not fail,  * 
To entertain the welcom Gueſt, 
And ſing her Praiſe above the reſt, 
For ſhe deſerves the Triumph beſt, 
Meet her, ye Amorous Lovers, and Adore 
Her Shade, before 
The Nymphs for whom you Fetters wore, 
Her Care was moſt for you, 
For ſtill ſhe gave to Sacred Love its due, 
Reveald more Myſteries than Ovid knew: _ 
Joyn all the Glorious Shades, and ſing A#Frea's Praiſe, 


Whilſt her nahappy Monument we raiſe, 
FINIS. 
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